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BARMAN. Mr. Rat, sir. Comes here a lot with
Mr, Slug. You were talking to Mr. Slug.

JOHNSON (witbfussv importance). Yes, yes. Had very
interesting talk with Mr. Slug. Nice crowd. (As
BARMAN hands him a bright yellow drink.) What's this
one?

BARMAN*   Dragon's Breath.

JOHNSON. Always wanted to try a Dragon's Breath.
(Gulps it, gasps, then tosses BARMAN a note,) Keep the
change.

BARMAN. There isn't any change, sir. With all the
drinks together your bill comes to -

JOHNSON (cutting in). All right. Don't want any
arithmetic to-night. (Tosses him another note.) Keep
the change out oftlbat.

BARMAN (not impressed}. Thanks.

JOHNSON (more to himself than to the BARMAN). Man
needs a little recreation. Relax. Can't be solemn and
responsible all the time. Not good enough. Bad for a
fellow, too, not to hit the bright lights and hot spots
once in a while. Scorpion and Slug were quite right.
Good enough for them, good enough for me.

(Now JOHNSON leaves the bar and comes towards us*
and we no longer see the bar but onlj JOHNSON'S
face, strained with excitement in the sharp white

JOHNSON (pith mounting excitement). There is a beast
with shaggy hide and claws, and now he has roused